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In  memory 

of  Mrs.  RHODA  HOLMES  NICHOLLS 
whose  sympathy  and  encouragement,  with  the  gift  of 
her  lovely  water/colors  has  emboldaned  me  to  publish 
these  notes  of  our  happy  holiday  together. 
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PREFACE 


Having  attained  the  proscribed  span  of  life  u  three 
score  years  and  ten  also,  having  surived  the  additional 
ten  (and;  as  yet,  not  cut  off  by  11  labor  and  sorrow  ”)f 
in  looking;  over  and  distroyng  old  letters  and  papers, 
I  come  upon  the  following  notes  written,  at  the  request 
and  by  the  encouragement  of  the  dear  friend,  with 
whom  this  short  holiday  was  shared.  At  her  death, 
many  years  ago,  these  notes  were  returned  to  me  and, 
with  her  sketches  mislaid,  I  being  abroad,  and  have 
lain  hidden  ever  since. 

As  I  bear  of  the  Cape  now  and  bow  the  modern  is 
lured  to  these  parts,  I  venture  to  submit  a  bit  of 
this  old  diary,  of  an  age  before  bis  day,  hoping  it 
may  divert  for  an  hour. 

The  illustrations  (which  are  the  main  excuse  for  daring 
to  publish  are  by  the  band  of  this  loved  and  eminant 
painter  who  donated  them  to  me  at  the  time)  cannot 
fail  to  charm.  The  vignettes,  the  bumble  productions 
of  the  author. 

E.  G.  T. 
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CHAPTER  I 


Provicetown,  June  1901. 

An  enchanted  night/ 

Finally  arrived  at  this  long 
desired  haven  and  now  safe  in 
our  (for  the  time)  new  lodging, 
the  first  impulse  is  to  dash  to 
a  window,  to  discover  our  new 
moon  lit  world* 

Directly  before  us  is  a  great 
tree,  and  through  it's  branches 
glisepses  of  the  shining  sea,  all 
little  silver  ripples  now,  and  far 
of  in  the  blue  a  white  sail  comes 
creeping  in* 

In  the  near  foreground  and 
almost  bidden  in  the  shadow  of  the  great 
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tree;  peeps  out  a  tiny  bouse,  its  long  old  roof 
stooping  nearly  to  the  ground*  (Haunted  I  am 
sure/)  But;  suddenly  a  light  appears  in  the 
little  bouse*  What  a  pity  should  it  not  be 
haunted  after  all! 

Perhaps  however,  the  ghosts  are  kind  and  have 
lighted  a  beacon  for  the  returning  fishermen* 
They  are  probably  the  ghosts  of  some  u  jolly 
jolly  mariners  ”,  who  from  a  sunny  land  beyond 
the  sea,  came  saling  years  ago,  in  search  of 
treasure  and  of  pleasure,  and  landing  on  these 
pleasant  shores,  have  lived  on  ever  since, 
contented  and  at  peace  with  their  puritan 
brothers  and  sisters* 

N  ow  the  light  in  the  little  bouse  has  disap/ 
peared  !  Have  the  ghosts  fled  before  the  home 
coming  of  their  puritan  sons/in/law  ? 


cr 
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CHAPTER  II. 


June 


u 


u 


all  is  right  with 


i 


Mornings  at  seven  l” 

Much  earlier  in  fact  and 
the  world  ”♦ 

Today  is  as  wonderful  as 
was  last  night;  but  now 
sparklingly  brilliant. 

When  first  stepping  from 
that  odious  little  train, 
one  wondered  tiredly  why 
one  could  have  had  cou/ 
rage  to  venture  all  these 
weary  miles  l  but  peering 
curiously  about,  great  sand 
dunes  were  spied  piled  high  behind  us,  and  tiny 
houses  snuggled  in  the  shadows  beneath  them. 
Escorted  to  the  u  Accomodation  ”  the  one 
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u  Buss  ”  of  these  parts;  we  were  joggled  along 
over  sand  and  cobbles  to  our  destination. 
That  drive  was  reassuring,  almost  to  good  to 
be  true.  (One  ceased  wondering  why  one  bad 
left  borne  and  notberJ) 

The  glimpes  through  the  black  shadows  into 
the  moonlight  of  the  quaint  old  street  as  we 
rattled  through  it,  were  of  small  (rather  noab's 
ark/like)  bouses,  all  overshadowed  by  trees. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  road  and  down  little 
alleys,  we  see  warehouses,  shipyards,  boats  and 
piers,  and  between,  and  beyond  all,  the  sea. 
The  sails  in  the  harbor,  safely  anchored  for 
the  night  were  silver,  and  the  long  gaunt  piers 
stretching  out  protesting  arms,  inky  black. 
Suddenly  we  are  whisked  abruptly,  into  a  dark 
lane,  and  arriving  at  a  rather  more  pretentions 
looking  bouse,  (the  light  of  a  kerosine  lamp 
guiding  us)  behold  our  new  abode.  Out  of  the 
old  world  in  a  second,  but  this  dwelling,  I 
have  now  discovered,  offers  cheer  which  the 
more  picturesque  do  not  afford. 
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7*3°;  the  brakfast  bell !  Heaven  help  us;  break/ 
fast  at  this  hour/  and  with  cold  bam;  pumpkin 
and  apple  pies,  dougnuts,  and  properly  steeped 
tea* 


Morning  Later. 

Replete  with,  apple/pie  and  bam*  We  must 
now  venture  out  and  discover  the  town 
by  day*  Anent  tbe  little  haunted  bouse,  its 
inmates  compesate  in  interest  for  its  non/ 
bauntedness*  For  these  must  be  near  of  kin 
to  tbe  jolly  mariners,  those  sunny  eyed, 
sunbrowned  Latins;  no  admixture  here  of  tbe 
puritan  brothers* 

Suddenly  a  very  brown  little  child  dashes  from 
t:be  bouse  to  tbe  pump,  armed  with  a  shining 
copper  busbet,  seizing  tbe  ancient  handle  she 
swings  gaily  up  and  down  upon  it,  her  long 
black  bair  blown  from  her  very  lean,  and 
scantily  clad  little  body* 

A  nympb,  if  ever  was/ 


Just  beyond  is  the  very  blue  sea*  To  tbe 
right,  stretches  tbe  long  low  line  of  tbe  town 
sweeping  round  in  a  curve,  until  far  out,  and 
almost  opposite,  tbe  land  ends  with  a  yellow 
strip  of  sand,  and  at  it's  extreme  point  a 
gleaming  white  lighthouse* 
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CHAPTER  III. 
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Exploring  the  old  town  is  thrilling  /  u  subjects” 
at  every  turn*  Some  really  dignified  little  bouses, 
and  others  all  huddled  together,  not  knowing 
in  whose  yards  they  were* 

Every  where,  roses  dim/ 
bing  to  the  roofs,  and 
growing  rankly  in  the 
dooryards* 

Great  yellow  and  red  lilies, 
batchelor  buttons,  marigold 
and  flox,  and  hollyhocks 
rearing  tall  stalkes  of  got/ 
geous  color  against  silver  =15r  ? 

gray  fences,  and  white 

houses*  One  bad  to  invent  fairy  stories  about 
these  wee  bouses,  and  their  inmates* 

Here,  a  one  story  affair,  almost  bidden  by  an 
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old  knarled  tree,  with  quaint  over  banging 
leaves,  and  beautifully  moulded  cornices  and 
doorway,  aud  little  laticed  windows,  would  be 
perhaps,  where  John  Alden  bad  spied  Pricilla 
spinning  l 

But  who  is  this  old  man  sitting  on  a  post  in  bis 
door  yard?  If  u  John  bow  sadly  changed/ 
Here,  I  discover  that  I  have  come  upon  the 
bouse  to  which  I  bad  been  direcfed  for  a 
washer  lady*  Shrinking  to  arouse  John  from 
bis  ancient  thoughts,  I  timidly  enquire  for 
Pricilla,  to  be  told  she  is  within* 

Sadly  disillusioned  aldready,  in  answer  to  my 
knock  comes  a  portly  chocolate  colored  woman, 
who  answers  to  the  name  of  Mary*  She  is 
u  help  ”  to  the  ancient  who  sits  on  the  fence 
post,  and  who  seems  not  to  be  John*  She, 
the  woman,  allows  she  can  oblige  11  as  to 
the  washing* 

Wandering  on,  I  pass  the  villiage  meeting 
bouse*  This  seemed  in  the  night  so  sanctified 
and  pure,  one  felt  that  here  good  men  must 
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have  been  inspired  to  preach  Stirling  and  solenm 
truths*  Great  and  solenm  truths  may  have 
been,  (and  still  may  be)  taught  here;  but  the 
little  voices  ringing  through  it  now,  are  shrilly 
profane  to  my  fancy*  It  is  the  villiage  school* 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Seeking  fresh  fields  to 
concour,  we  pass  one 
day  the  vilhage  shop. 
Its  beguiling  window 
merits  attention.  Here 
a  gentle  woman  "keeps 
shop  (for  play  I  am 
sure)  but  also  for  plea/ 
sure  in  seeing  the  de/ 
light  of  the  little  ones; 
eagarly  scaning  the  treasures  within,  and 
sometimes  having  courage  to  acquire. 

In  the  broad  low  window,  are  alluringly  dis/ 
played,  beautiful  baby  boats  with  white  sails, 
strung  most  artistically  across  the  upper  panes 
and  interspersed  with  dangling  tin  trumpets. 
Below,  large  glass  jars  of  rainbow  colored 
sweetsbells  (band  painted),  and  multicolored 


/  \<) 


spinning  tops,  wee  shovels  and  pails,  etc*  etc* 
And  in  corners,  shoes,  oranges,  (rather  tired) 
and  hats,  sitting  contentedly  among  groceries, 
patant  medicines,  and  the  like* 

She  was  a  dear  patient  cheerful  woman  and 
(quite  seemingly)  conteted  with  her  lot,  but 
interested  most  in  us,  whom,  she  allowed  from 
our  speacb,  were  not  of  these  parts* 

Later  on  we  come  upon  an  interested  group 
of  people,  listening  to  some  exciting  news*  A 
quaint  figure  in  their  midst  is  announcing  an 
^  auction  to  be  held  later* 

Resplendant  in  a  green  coat,  red  necktie,  and 
tall  white  beaver  hat,  be  is  insistingly  ringing 
a  large  dinner  bell  as  accompaniment  to  bis 
tale  of  the  sale* 

Even  the  u  accomodation  n  driver  with  bis 
passangers,  have  to  halt  in  their  rapid  flight 
through  the  town,  to  listen  to  the  news* 

or 
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CHAPTER  V. 


a  In  a  world  so  full  of  a 
number  of  things  ”  should 
rriy we  not  all,  a  be  as  happy 
as  Kings  })  l  In  this  beguiling 
place,  nothing  damps  our 
ardour,  as  each  day  brings 
new  delights  and  new  pio 
tures,  in  our  wonderings* 
But  the  work>a-day  world 
is  here  also*  To  the  woman, 
life  is  bard,  and  often  very 
sad*  But  with  the  men  it 
is  so  varied*  With  times  of  excitement  and 
great  danger,  then  again,  in  this  calm  season, 
they  may  sit  for  long  hours  in  the  bright 
summer  sunshine*  So  many  reasons  have  they 
for  lingering  on  the  shore;  or  the  piers, 
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waiting;  always  waiting  for  something/  The 
incoming  tide;  a  favoring  breeze;  a  fellow 
fisher ;  and  always  regaling  eacbother  and  the 
omnipresent  children  with  fantastic;  if;  out  worn 
tales* 

And  they  are  picturesque  these  men;  (if  lacking 
in  other  rigbt/eous  qualites)  sitting  on  kegs 
or  boxes  mending  their  nets;  setting  their 
sails  for  deep  sea  fishing;  or;  a  line  of  them 
dragging  in  a  long  black  seine  to  stretch  on 
the  sand  for  mending* 

At  another  bour;  wading  out  in  the  shallow 
pmk  water  for  their  weirs* 

Ad  bow  the  children  love  this  hour:  they 
are  always  by  dozens  on  the  beach;  but  now; 
twards  the  end  of  the  day  and  and  when  the 
tide  happens  to  be  out;  they  are  the  happiest; 
catching  crabs,  sailing  baby  boats,  picking  up 
gleaming  bits  of  the  stone  or  shell;  making 
every  where  kaladioscopic  specks  of  color* 
Their  little  selves  brightly  reflected  in  sbimng 
wet  sand* 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


A  subject  having  been  discovered  on  a  back 
lane,  we,  my  beloved  painter  friend  and  I, 
dasb  off,  defying  digestion,  after  a  hasty  supper, 

armed  with  boxes  and 
stools.  Up  the  long,  road 
we  speed,  to  where,  from 
a  slight  elevation,  one 
looks  down  upon  the  town 
below.  There,  a  little  group 
of  houses,  their  gables  all 
turned  westward,  catch  the 
last  rays  of  the  setting  sun; 
^  and  the  sea  is  opalescent. 

We  work  on  while  the 
glow  lingers,  but  darkness  comes  apace,  and 
from  this  point,  at  least,  painting  must  cease. 
Down  to  the  town  we  wander,  and  beg  a 
lodging  for  our  tiring  painting  oppurtances, 
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from  the  kindly  lady  sbop/keepe,  who  relaxing 
from  ber  labors,  is  dosing  in  a  rocking  cbair 
on  ber  doorstep* 

Tbe  end  of  a  long  pier,  at  this  hour,  is  tbe 
best  vantage  point  to  catcb  tbe  last  glow  on 
tbe  still  reflected  water  and  watcb  tbe  little 
bouses  in  tbe  town  slowly  fading  away*  In 
tbe  barbor  tbe  boats  are  now  bobbing  cosely 
together;  still  bits  of  gold  on  tbe  tips  of  mast 
and  sails* 

Tbe  moon  must  be  up  before  long,  should  it 
not  be  taken  advantage  of?  Why  not  wait/ 
Collecting  our  belongings  from  their  kindly 
keeper,  off  we  trudge  to  our  pier* 

But  uncalculated,  from  tbe  east,  a  great  soft 
bank  of  fog  comes  sweeping  in/  Like  a  cloud 
of  smoke  it  folds  its  self  about  our  beautiful 
sails,  until  they  quite  disappear,  then,  out  they 
furtively  peep,  gray  and  ghost  like;  till  a  bit 
of  top  sail,  again  catches  a  last  dim  glow,  and 
tbe  light  bouse  beacon  flashes* 

Tbe  town  has  almost  vanished  and  behind 


the  tops  of  the  tall  dark  trees  the  sand  dunes 
loom. 

The  moon  slowly  and  majestically  rises;  the 
fog  drifts  back;  and  the  little  bouses  again 
gleam  white, 

4t  What,  there's  nothing  in  the  moon  note 
worthy  ”,  was  not  this  u  the  other  side ;  the 
novel;  silent  silver  lights  and  darks  undreamed 
of?”. 


or 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


After  all,  is  there  any  thing  more  enchanting 
than  the  fog?  Last  night's  experience  was 
enlightenment  / 

From  an  enforced  early 
supper,  off  we  hurry  again, 
hoping  to  catch  another 
glimpse  of  pink  and  crirn/ 
son  sails,  and  wait  for  the 
moon/  I  had  yet  to  shake 
away  the  “  dreams  and 
fancies ;;  of  the  mysterious 
moon  lit  town  in  the 
shadowing  mantle  of  fog* 

44  The  moon  " ,  (if  Mr* 

Browning  will  again  kindly  permit  the  loan  of 
his  moon)  u  had  used  to  charm  me,  so  to  fit 
a  fancy,  all  her  magic  ;;* 
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Tonight  being  the  glorious  u  Fourth ;;  we  must 
wait  on  the  beach  to  see  the  children's  cele/ 
bration,  The  poor  infants,  with  my  nymptb 
and  her  family  and  followers,  having  spent 
their  all  on  fireworks,  had  been  anticipating  a 
grand  night,  but  still  daylight,  and  again,  the 
fog.  However,  not  altogether  discouraged,  they 
were  keeping  up  their  spirits  by  an  impromptu 
beach  party. 

Starting  a  small  damp  fire  of  drift  wood,  they 
proceeded,  (or  tried  to)  boil  luckless  crabs  in 
a  derelict  biscuit  tin  filled  with  sea  water.  The 
tin  so  inadequate  that  the  enraged  crawling 
creatures  had  to  be  continually  prodded  back 
to  their  doom. 

Happily  now  real  darkness  proclaims  itself,  and 
the  fog  less  persistant,  the  time  for  fireworks 
is  ripe.  The  excited  eager  little  figures  in  the 
glow  of  Bengal  light,  dancing  about  sputtering 
pinwbeels,  or  wildly  waving  many  starred 
rockets  were  well  worth  watching. 

Regretful  obs,  echo  from  one  to  the  other, 
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as  they  watch  the  last  sparks  die,  and  their 
weary,  reclutant  little  feet,  are  urged  bed  ward* 
We,  still  linger,  watching  the  few  spasmodic 
rockets  from  the  town  rise,  then  falling  in  a 
shower  of  stars  reflected  in  the  dark  water* 
Was  it  ever  our  luck  to  have  lived  such  a 
peaceful  u  Fourth  ;;  ?  Of  all  days  this,  to  be 
u  far  from  the  maddening  crowl  and  to  see 
children  with  limited  desires,  desire  at  least, 
not  inflated  by  knowledge  of  other's  grander 
possessions,  in  the  shape  of  fire  and  noise/ 
We  too,  at  this  hour,  must  turn  reluctant  but 
happy,  feet  homeward,  through  the  new  quiet 
sleepy  little  street* 
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CHAPTER  VIII, 


My  nympb  has  developed  artistic  proclivities, 
and  a  devotion  to  me.  When  sbe  sees  me 
sallying  forth  (for  ber  great  black  eyes  are 

always  peering  from  a 
window  of  tbe  haunted 
bouse)  sbe  creeps  timi/ 
dly  out,  and,  with  a  not 
to  be  resisted  entready, 
follows  too  happily,  my 
devoted  slave, 

Sbe,  with  ber  ten  cent 
box  of  crayons  *  and 
donated  note  paper,  I  with  precious  crumbling 
colors,  and  more  difficulty  acquired  paper,  our 
enthusiasm,  and  urge  for  strenuous  work  is 
equal.  To  wags  tbe  world/ 
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And  into  the  world  we  wend  our  way,  finding 
always  enticing  pictures* 

After  sometimes  fierce  battles,  we  come  off 
victors  (occasional)  and  happily  retire  borne 
for  a  deserved  rest* 

«  The  (artisses)  homeward  plod  their  weary 
way  ”* 


O' 


32  ✓ 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Such  nights  as  these,  who  could  resist  the 
shore  and  the  piers  l 

Wandering  through  the  town 
on  route  for  the  usual  goal, 
we  are  attracted  by  an  allu/ 
ring  sign  of  u  Philadelphia 
Jce  Cream  11 1 

We  were  tired,  and  it  was 
very  hot,  so,  venturing  into 
the  kerosine  lampligbted 

room,  (temperature  at  90  odd) 
where  youths  and  maidens 
were  giggling  happily  to/ 

getber,  seated  at  oil  cloth 
covered  tables,  we  beg  chairs  and  plates,  there 

seated  comfortably  in  the  shady  street,  we 
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watch  the  interesting  loiterers,  in  their  evening 
promenade* 

Had  I  been  imagining  that  at  this  hour  in 
these  story  book  houses,  the  inmates  had,  as  in 
their  grand  notber's  day,  snuffed  out  their  candles 
and  were  now  sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  just/ 
Perish  the  thought/  In  up/to/date,  twenteetb 
century  garments  (or  more  properly  speaking, 
nineteenth/)  they  were,  at  what  should  have 
been  the  cool  of  the  day,  sauntering  up  and 
down  this  pleasant  villiage  street,  enjoying  life, 
and  exchanging  gossip  and  late  news,  the  young 
ones  furtively  arranging  for  future  trysts* 

In  this  entertainment  we  were  so  absorbed, 
that  before  we  realized,  the  late  twilight  was 
fast  fading,  and  we  must  not  lose  that  last  glow 
on  our  sails,  and  the  sea*  H  urredly  we  seek 
a  desiderable  point,  where  seated  almost  under 
the  feet  of  the  promanaders,  we  obtain  the 
most  favorable  view* 

What  wonder  that  the  inhabitants  favor  us 
with  a  bit  of  scorn/  but  not  so,  the  interested 
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children,  who  breathlessly  watch  the  “artisses" 
paint,  “Ob  tempora,  oh  mores  ”,  that  this 
secluded  haven  should  be  invaded  by  vandal 
painter,  who,  adopting  it  for  bis  own,  ignores 
all  the  proprieties,  which  to  the  cautions  mind 
of  the  native,  is  impossible  behavior. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Think  to  having  to  leave 
this  haven  of  rest/  That 
obnoxious  little  rattling 
train  carries  us  back  re/ 
lentlessly  to  civilization 
and  all  its  distracting 
occupations  and  stupid 
amusements* 

H  ow  beautiful  those 
last,  too  quickly  passed, 
days*  Dreaming  away  hours  by  the  sea,  revelling 
in  the  beautiful  air  and  the  sunshine,  or  making 
last  notes  to  help  re/live  later,  this  calm  happy 

Maliciously  the  train  carries  us  away,  out  from 
the  shelter  of  the  clustering  trees  and  bouses, 
out,  away  from  the  sand  and  the  sun*  The  road 
winds  along  the  long  narrow  curve  which  so 
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nearly  cuts  us  off  from  the  would/be/forgotten 
world* 

One  takes  a  last,  long,  look  at  the  little  town 
over  there  across  the  shining  water*  It  lies  so 
tranquilly,  close  down  to  the  water's  edge, 
close  as  ever  they  could  build  it  to  the  sea 
where  the  women  watch  and  wait  on  long 
piers  for  the  ships  and  their  mariners  / 

“  God  help  all  poor  souls  lost  at  the  sea/;h 
And  the  weary  aching  hearts  left  at  home* 
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